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T7;? moft lamentable Tragedie 

Towards Vhcebm lodging, filch a wagoner 
As Tbaetan would whip you to the weft, 

A nd bring in clowdie night immediately. 

Spread thy dofe curtaine loue- performing night. 
That runnawayes eyes may wincke,and Romeo 
Lcape to thefe armcs,vntalkt of and vnfcenc, 

Louers can fee to do their amorous rights. 

And by their owne bcwties,or if leue be blind. 

It beft agrees with night, come ciuill night, 

T hou fober fured matron all in blacke. 

And Iearne me how to loofe a winning match, 
Plaidefor a paire offtainlefle maydenhoods. 

Hood my vnmand bloud bayting in my cheekes. 
With thy blacke mantle, till ftrange loue grow bold, 
Tbinke true loue aded (implc modeftier 
Come night, come Romeo, come thou day in night. 
For thou wilt lie vpon the winges of night. 

Whiter then new fnow vpon a" Rattens backe: 

Come gentle night, come lcuing black browd nighk 
Giue me my Romeo, and when I fhalldic, 

Take him and cut him out in little ftarres, 

And he will make the face c-1 heauen fo line. 

That all the world will be in loue with nio'ht* 

And pay no woiihip to the garifli Sun. ° 

O I hauc bought the manfion ofa loue,. 

But not pofllft it, and though I am fold. 

Not yet enioyd,fo tedious is this day, 

As is the night before fome feftiuall. 

To an impatient child that hath new robes 
And may not wcare thcm.,0 here comes my Nurfel 

Enter Nur/e with cords. 

And (he brings newes, and euery tongue that fpeafe* 
But Romeos name, fpeakes heauenly eloquence : 
Now Nurfe, what newesfwhat haft thou there, 

The. cords that %omecb\A thee fetch? 
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af Cornea ayidluhi 

Nur. 1,1, the cords. , .... 

/#. Aymcwhat newsf why doftthou wnngthy hadsr 
Nur. A weraday ,hees dead, hecs dcad,hccs dead. 
We are vndone Lady, we are vndone. 

Alack the day,hccs gone, bees kild,he« dead, 

Ju . Can heauen be fo enuiousJ 
Nur. Romeo can, 

Though heauen cannot. O Romeo, Romeo, 

Who euer would haue thought it Romeot 
7#.What diucll art thou that doft torment me thus? 
This torture fliould berored in difmall hell, 

Hath Romeo flame himfelfc? fay thou but I, 

And that bare vowcll I fhall poyfon more 
Then the death arting eye ol Cockatrice, 

I am not I,if there be fuch an I. 

Or thofc eyes Ihot.that makes thee anfwere I s 
If he be flainc fay I ,or if not,no. 

Briefe, founds, determine my wcale or wo. 

Nur. I faw the wound, I fa w it with mine eyes, 
God fauc the roarke.here on his manly breft, 

A piteous coarfe,abloudie piteous coarfe. 

Pale, pale as allies, all bedawbdein bloud. 

All in goarc bloud,I founded at the fight. 

Ih.O break my hart, poore banckrout break at ODC£& 
To prilon eyes,nere lookc on libertie. 

Vile earth too earth refigne,end motion here. 

And thou and Romeo prefle on heauie beare. 

Nur. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the beft friend I had, 

O curteous Tybalt,honcft Gentleman, 

That euer I ihould liueto fee thee dead. 

/«. What ftorme is this that blowcs fo contrails? 

Is Romeo flaughtredf and is Tybalt dead? 

My dcareft Cozen, and my dearer Lord, 

Then dreadfull T rumpet (bund the gencrall dooms. 
For who is liuing,if thofe two arc gone? 




